THE   RETURN   JOURNEY

that continues throughout eternity, this is the sound of
the icy streams of Switzerland, something that mocks and
destroys our warm being.

So I came, in the early darkness, to the little village with
the broken castle that stands for ever frozen at the point
where the track parts, one way continuing along the ridge
to the Furka Pass, the other swerving over the hill to the
left, over the Gothard.

In this village I must stay. I saw a woman looking
hastily, furtively from a doorway. I knew she was look-
ing for visitors. I went on up the hilly street. There were
only a few wooden houses and a gaily lighted wooden inn,
where men were laughing, and strangers, men, standing
talking loudly in the doorway.

It was very difficult to go to a house this night I did
not want to approach any of them. I turned back to the
house of the peering woman. She had looked hen-like and
anxious. She would be glad of a visitor to help her pay her
rent.

It was a clean, pleasant wooden house, made to keep out
the cold. That seemed its one function: to defend the
inmates from the cold. It was furnished like a hut, just
tables and chairs and bare wooden walls. One felt very
dose and secure in the room, as in a hut, shut away from
the outer world.

The hen-like woman came.

'Can I have a bed/ I said, 'for the night?'

*Abendessen, jaP she replied. 'Will you have soup and
boiled beef and vegetables?*
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